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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

He split a cracker 

If the scales tipped over a pound. 

He split a cracker 

If the scales tipped under a pound. 

When a neighbor was sick 

He sat up nights, 

And took the orphans home. 

Twenty-five thousand dollars, 
Earned in his corner grocery, 
Was scattered about the country 
Among the struggling farmers. 
Howard Bendy died 
Without trying to collect. 

He never said unnecessary words — 

Fe was a quiet man. 

No tombstone 

Shouts his name above the sod. 

grand-dad's bluff 

I knelt all day, 

Grand-dad, 

Pleading with you — 

But you had nothing to say. 

Night fell, 

And a message came 

Through your ravines. 
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It did not speak either, 

But I heard it pass among the leaves of the trees. 

I drank it through my nostrils 

As one drinks wine through the mouth, 

And it tingled to the finger-tips of my spirit. 

I came to you, Grand-dad, with my heart. 

God bless you, Grand-dad. 

IN MIST 

When you can see the ground's breath, 

And the sky goes muggy 

And drops before the world 

Like a perspiring window-glass; 

When beasts and humans creep to cover 

And the steam-boats speak fog-language; 

The farm buildings sit still 

Folding their hands 

As if they hadn't a thing in the world to do. 

A chimney's belch smudges into nothing; 

The earth's breath noses around the roots of trees; 

Heaven-mist seeps through branches 

And wraps the country's heart. 

LIGHT MAGIC 

The valley curves like a bridge-span to the sky. 

Blue granite stew-pans spill pink begonias along the road. 
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